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SIR SMILE-UPS’ SOLDIER 


TwoLe WINnKs 

Said Smile-Ups, ‘“There’s a soldier, I will tell you all about, 

If you'll keep your eyes wide open, I’m sure you'll find him 
out. 

He does not carry any gun, nor does he think of war, 

For, he’s been trained within a camp where battles are no 
more. 

And, yet he is a soldier—he stands so very straight, 

To any duty that he’s called, be sure he’s never late! 

He’s off to school to drill for peace—his weapon is a Word, 

The sound of which is music, dears, the sweetest ever heard. 

So, now when all the world is crying, “Fight with all your 
might,” 

I’m sure you'll love my soldier boy—he always does the 
right. 

His mind is set on pleasant things, on kindest: acts of love, 

He’s had his drilling, as you know, from Master thoughts 
above. 

With peace within his heart there is no enemy to fight, 

And so, without an enemy, no U-Boats are in sight. 

For only can the fighting crowd attract the awful foes, 

For this is how the God allows his people joy or woes. 

(Continued on page 10.) 
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THE LITTLE HELPER 


Emity Rainsow Henry 


RUCE was a dear boy; he did so love his kind, 
sweet mother and he wanted to please her. But 
sometimes life and fun just filled him and 
thrilled him until they bubbled over, and he 
Would have to jump and shout and laugh, from 
the very exuberance of health and joy. 

His bouncing about was all right so long 

as he did not jump on or against something and 
knock it over or break it, which was often the case. 

Mother told him she thought it was just splendid to be 
a boy and to feel so happy, but she also told him that it 
would be wise for him to stop, just for one little minute, 
when-he felt so overjoyed, and try to think how he could get 
the most fun in the nicest way. She was quite sure he would 
enjoy himself so much more if he would try to share his 
jollity with someone else. 

Bruce had been wonderfully blessed with such good 
health and so much love that he scarcely knew that there 
was anything in the world but goodness and fun. 

But one day there came into his neighborhood a little 
boy who could not get about as readily as Bruce did, and 
whose cheeks were very pale. At first Bruce was inclined 
to scoff at the poor little boy who seemed so weak and 
helpless. 

But when mother saw the lame boy, she took his hand 
and held it tenderly in hers, and Bruce thought he saw a 
tear in mother’s eye. This made Bruce very thoughtful; he 
wondered if he ought not to try to do something for Artie; 
this was the little stranger’s name. 

That evening, when Bruce and his mother were hav- 
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ing their quiet hour, mother talked a great deal about kind- 
ness and helping. Then she told Bruce that Artie had be- 
come very sad and bitter because he could not run about like 
other little boys and at times he would even say things that 
hurt his mother, and, worst of all, he would not try to get 
well and strong. 

“*Mother is very, very thankful that her Bruce is well 
and happy,” she said. ‘‘And she loves the other little boy 
because he, too, may get strong and happy.” 

“I wonder if I might help Artie to get better>’’ asked 
Bruce. 

“Try it, dear,” his mother replied. “‘Be very gentle 
and patient, for Artie is a queer little boy.” 

The next morning Bruce took his pretty red ball and 
went to see Artie. The little boy was lying in a shady spot, 
under the trees. Bruce did not like that very well, because, 
he liked to be out in the bright sunshine, even’if he did get 
warm sometimes. 

For a little while he played with the ball near Artie, 
without getting much attention from his little host. 

Finally Artie said, “‘I don’t think that is a very pretty 
ball.”” Bruce had always thought that the ball was so 
bright and pretty, but as he looked at it now, he saw that it 
looked cold and dull. 

Then he clapped his hands and laughed. “I know 
what it needs to make it pretty; it is to be out in the bright 
sunshine. Come over on the lawn, Artie, and see how 
pretty it looks there.” 

“T never get in the sun,” responded Artie; “‘it hurts my 
eyes 

“That is because you are not used to it,” said Bruce. 
““Look at my eyes,’’ and he opened his big, brown eyes 
wide. “The sun and light makes them strong, so that I can 
see a long, long way.” 

Artie only looked cross and dissatisfied. “I am not 
going to get well, so I don’t want my eyes to get any 
stronger.” 

“But my mother says you will get stronger, and she 
knows,”” emphatically declared Bruce. 

Bruce thought of his sweet mother, and turned two 
somersaults right there, and landed on his feet by Arrtie’s 
chair. The act was so unexpected and funny that Artie 
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laughed for the first time since his accident had left him so 
weak and helpless. 

Bruce, seeing the change on Artie’s face, was so pleased 
that he impulsively caught hold of the reclining chair and 
rolled it out into the bright, golden sunlight, before Artie 
could offer a protest. 

“Now Artie, catch this ball and see if it isn’t pretty,” 
gayly cried Bruce, as he gently threw the ball into the deli- 
cate boy’s thin hands. Instinctively Artie caught the ball. 

“*Now throw it back,” called Bruce. 

Taken quite unawares by this new state of affairs, 
Artie could not resist the quick, lively actions of Bruce. In 
fact he had no time to think of himself. 

Half an hour later, when Artie’s mother and nurse 
came into the garden, they were very much astonished to see 
the boy in the sun, and to see a new light in the eyes that 
had been dall and full of pain so long. 

“TI think I could eat a cracker and drink some milk,” 
he told his nurse. Surprised and scarcely believing that 
she heard aright, the nurse rushed to get the refreshments. 
She could not remember that Artie had ever asked for 
anything to eat since she had nursed him, and generally it 
had been her trying duty to coax him to partake of any food. 

Bruce was getting hungry, too, and he thought it was 
best not to tire Artie too much at first, so he went hopping, 
running and jumping home. Mother heard his merry 
whistle and met him at the door. 

Kissing his mother, he exclaimed, ““Oh, mother,. I am 
the happiest boy! I don’t know why, but I feel so glad all 
over; and Artie is better; he is in the sun and he is going 
to eat his lunch without being made to do so.” 

“The reason you are happy, my boy,” said mother, 
“is because you have helped someone else to have a good 
time, and you have put sunshine into Artie’s heart.” 

Bruce did not always find a welcome from his new 
friend, the first few weeks, but he and mother had talked 
it over in their quiet hour. So Bruce went to see Artie, 
even when he would rather have done something more pleas- 
ant for himself. 

Artie’s arms were beginning to get stronger in his play, 
and one day Bruce asked him why ke did not walk. 
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Artie replied that his legs were too weak for him ever 
to stand upon them. 

Bruce looked at Artie’s legs and thought they were 
all right, only, of course, they were thin, but made no com- 
ment. 

“What do you do in the afternoon, Bruce?’’ asked 
Artie one day. 

“*T have a lovely cave, where I play Indian, and where 
I have all my treasures hidden. It is covered with the 
nicest branches and leaves, and no one can find it but me. 

“I go there and I have a nice rug to lie down on, 
where I can see the blue sky, feel the warm sunshine and 
hear the birds sing through the opening. I take crumbs 
for the birds, and sometimes they will eat them out of my 
hands.” 

“T should like to see your cave,”” sighed Artie. 

*“When you walk you may,” answered Bruce. 

“Then I never shall see it,”” replied disappointed Artie. 

“Oh, yes, you will; just now you moved your legs 
and I believe if you held to my shoulders you could stand 
up and walk, just a few steps.” 

The very thrill of healthy Bruce seemed to vitalize 
Artie, as he grasped hold of Bruce’s sturdy little shoulders, 
and he did stand up and take a few steps. They were very 
trembly, wobbly, tiny steps, but they gave the little dis- 
couraged boy confidence in himself. 

“We will not tell anyone for awhile,” said Bruce, 
jumping up and down and clapping his hands. “We will 
practice every day, and when you can walk straight we will 
‘call your mother and my mother and the nurse, and then 
we will walk away from them; won’t that be the jolliest, 
jolly thing?” 

Artie was so delighted that he was almost as noisy 
as Bruce; his face was beginning to lose some of its pallor, 
for if he wished Bruce to play with him he had to be in 
the sun. Then Bruce had so- many surprises, some pretty 
stone or flower or butterfly to show him, and Bruce really 
did know a great deal about such things, for his mother 
was always ready to explain and describe the beauties of 
nature. Artie was beginning to wish that his own mother’s 
face was not so sad, and that she would tell him things 
like Bruce’s mother told him. 
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Then he began to think if he let his face be full of 
smiles and sunshine perhaps it would bring a happier look 
to his mother’s face. 

Thus the ripples of kindness were beginning to roll on 
and on to become waves of cheer, health and love. 

Several weeks after Bruce had induced Artie to try 
to stand upon his legs, he told his mother that she must 
come over to Artie’s that morning at eleven o'clock, for 
he had the grandest, loveliest surprise for her. He noti- 
fied Artie’s mother and nurse that they must come into 
the garden at eleven o'clock. 

Wondering what new thing Bruce had planned, the 
women waited, and at eleven o'clock they walked into the 
glorious sunshine to Artie’s chair. They looked into each 
other’s faces askance and in surprise. There stood the 
chair, but where was Artie? Surely Bruce could not have 
carried Artie anywhere! 

As they stood there they heard a loud whoop, like 
that of Indians. Turning quickly they saw, not one, but 
two boys walking toward them. Bruce dancing and pranc- 
ing, while quietly, but with assurance, Artie followed, his 
face lighted up with joy. 

Artie’s mother stared for a moment, then dropped on 
her knees in the green grass of the lawn, hiding her face in 
her hands, she sobbed out her long pent up sorrow. 

Artie walked to her and lovingly placed his arms 
about her neck. Reverently she raised her eyes and mur- 
mured, ““Thank God, thank God! Now I know there is 
a God.” 

Then turning to Bruce’s mother, she said, “I had 
begun to feel that there was no God. My companion taken 
and my only boy so afflicted and so indifferent. I felt that 
I could not bear life much longer. I was anxiously await- 
ing the time when we, too, should pass into the unknown. 

“But now,” she said, holding Artie tightly in her 
arms, “‘we shall live, live! Thanks to you and your happy 


Bruce and his mother went home very happy, indeed. 


“If you would be happy forever and aye— 
Be glad every moment and love every day.” 


boy.” 
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; maa: radiate sunshine, even in the darkest corners of the 
world. 

Colors—Red and yellow (Life and Wisdom). 

Motto—Love never faileth. 

Pin—The three wise monkeys. I see no evil, hear no evil, and 
speak no evil. 

Requirement for membership—A simple request addressed to the 
Secretary of the Booster Club, 915 Tracy Ave., Kansas City, Mo. 

Reports—All reports must be in by the fifteenth of the month 
before the date of issue. 


==]AST month you Boosters had a peep at Curtis, 

Blanche and me, I didn’t know that the editor 

was going to put the picture in or I should have 

explained. No, indeed, I am not Curtis’ papa. 

His papa (Charlie Haseltine) and I used to 

play together when we were boys, and Blanche 

was our playmate too. She has red hair, just 

like mine, and everyone thinks that we are 

brother and sister. She always calls me ““Bud’’ and I call 
her ‘‘Sis,”” though we are not really related at all. 

The Boosters had another picnic the other day. About 
thirty of us went and how many do you suppose Ippe (my 
little Buick automobile) carried? Let me see! There 
was Beth and I in the front seat, and Mrs. Wade, Mrs. 
Keebough and Mrs. Ray in the back seat, and then, with 
us older children were fifteen smaller Boosters. Ippe was 
happy as could be and never objected a bit to carrying such 
a big load. 

We shall have another picnic in July and Margaret 
will tell you all about it next month. 

Speaking of next month, remember, it is the Birthday 
month. Wee WIsDoM will be filled with things written by 
Wees. Every Booster should send in a story, poem, letter 
or something for our big Birthday Party. 

For a while we couldn’t get any booster pins, but the 
jeweler has supplied us with a stock now again. They may 
be had for fifteen cents apiece; two for a quarter. 
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Now, dears, do not forget the big Birthday Party 
next month. Every Wee, Booster and Booster Club should 
write a letter for the big gathering. We shall have the 
grandest reunion for years. You will help, won't you? 
Sure! RoyYAL. 


Cincinnati, Ohio. 

Dear Mr. Secretary—I had intended writing you before this 
about “The Blue Bird Booster Club.” If you remember, I wrote 
several months ago that I had organized this club in the Presbyterian 
Sunday School, where I was then teaching. The minister wanted me 
to resign, because of my different views. My little class were very 
unhappy over it, because they would have no cie to help them keep 
up their club, but they still claim to be Boosters. I am sure they can 
never forget the great Truth they were learning, nor the ideals the club 
taught them. I now have a class in our own New Thought Church, 
where I can teach the Truth freely, with no fear of giving offense. 


Yours in Truth, Stella Green. 


Dear Wee Wispom—-We are two little girls from Oakland, 
California, and we enjoy you very much. We want to work for the 
dear Father, and we are willing to do everything we can for him 
who created us, and we want your advice as to the best way to do 


God's work. Two Little Sisters of Truth. 


Our advice to these “Two little sisters of Truth’ is, 
to always remember that every loving thought, word and 
and act is serving the Father, and bringing more joy and 
good into the world. 


French Camp, Miss. 

Dear Mr. Royal—How do all you Boosters like this kind of 
weather? We are enjoying it fine. We surely had a jolly time 
last meeting. We met at Mr. Braswell’s. There was a big crowd. 
Preston Pullin wants you to take his name off the roll, as he can't 
attend. But one good thing, we have one in his place. We are all 
girls now, but wait till June, when the parties start; them we expect 
to have some boys. All of you are telling how you earned money for 
your pins. I crochet and tat, and when | sold my work, I subscribed 
for Wee Wispom, and bought a pin. Our new member's name is 
Velma Leonard, age 9. R. B. Cius, Thelma Hardin, Sec. 
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West Branch, Mich. 

Dear Mr. Royal—Today is mother’s twentieth wedding anni- 
versary, but she celebrated it yesterday by taking all the Booster Club ~ 
to a fine movie play that lasted over two hours. You see, we studied 
Mrs. Hardy’s lessons about ceral and sponges and other, things under 
the sea and this play was all about such things. We learned a lot 
by seeing the pictures because it made everything seem so real to us. 
The Turners are over the scarlet fever now, and Laura didn’t have 
to go to bed at all when she had it. Their big brother will be in the 
trenches in France by next week. Let's all send him a thought of 
protection. 

The paper I am writing this letter on is taken from a tablet I 
gave mother for a present today, because she needed some more type- 
writer paper. Virginia gave her a book named “The Man in Lonely 
Land.” It ought to be a good one, because it is by the author of 
“Mary Cary.” 

Both Virginia and I stood so high that neither of us had to take 
any of our examinations at school, so we won't have to go this coming 
week, except to visit and have a good time, and I tell you it seems 
awful good to be free and out of the examinations: I expect that 
happened because we both remembered to say, “God is my Intelli- 
gence,” when our lessons seemed hard for us. I got a long, splendid 
letter from Hope Winslow, and she writes that she has learned to 
dive from a boat and swim, and do other things like that, and I wish 
I could too. We often wish she could be with us in the Club again, 
and the Towner children too. I have my garden all planted with 
potatoes, beans and onions, and Virginia is going to plant vegetable 
oysters and I don’t know what else. I suppose all the other Boosters 
are busy with their gardens too. With love to all the other Booster 
Clubs, from the I. H. S. Crus, Ernest P. Balizell, Sec. 


Grant, Mich. 

Dear Mr. Royal—I notice the WEE Wispom for August is going 
to be twice the usual size and that everything in it is going to be writ- 
ten by us Wees, and you want every one to do something. So I am 
sending you a poem I| wrote quite a while ago, but did not know 
whether to send it or not. I’ve decided I will. 

I have been a subscriber for Wee Wispom for a number of 
months, and I enjoy reading it very much. With much love, 


Philip C. Blackburn. 


Philip has come early to the birthday party, which is 
a good thing to do, and we like his little poem, “The 
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Laughing Brook.”’ It shows his love for nature. Who 
knows but some day Philip will give the world something 
as fine as Tennyson’s ‘““Brook.”” Great oaks from little 
acorms grow.” 
French Camp, Miss. 
Dear Mr. Royal—We had our Club meeting last Sunday after- 
noon. All of our members were present but two and they lived a good 
ways from there. We had our meeting at Nannie Walker's home. It 
was a rainy day, but we don’t stop for that. I have written a story, 
and read it to the members and all that were there said they thought 
it good and I am sending it for you to put in the Birthday Number, if 
you think fit. I will be thirteen years of age the twenty-fourth of 
July. I shall be glad to receive cards from any of you Boosters. 
Wishing all the Boosters happiness and success. 
Lovingly, R. B. CLus, Thelma Harding, Sec. 
Good for Thelma! Her story will help in the birth- 
day entertainment. WEE WIsDoM will expect all of you 
to be on time and come prepared. 
Cripple Creek, Colo. 
Dear Royal— | like Wee Wispom very much. I enjoy reading 
“Blanche’s Bible Lessons’ and “Blanche’s Corner.” I would like to 
join the Booster Club, 1 saw in this month’s Wee Wispom that you 
can write a story, poem, or make a drawing for the Birthday Number, 
and I am sending a story which | think will be interesting. The name 
of it is “The Story of a Little Orphan Girl.”’ ; 
Yours truly, Theodore Harper. 
All right, Theodore, your story is interesting, but while 
you are making it all up yourself, why didn’t you let the 
little girl have a good father and mother, and if there had 
to be a burglar in it, fix it up so the little girl could have 
made a good man of him, like Edith did with her burglar. 
You see, the object of the Boosters is to fill the world with 
good, happy people. 
Detroit, Mich. 
Dear Wee Wispom—My brother and sister and | went out to 
Belle Island and picked flowers. [This letter was written in May.] 
The violets were yellow and blue, but they withered going home on 
the car. We pulled off our shoes and went wading, but it was so 
cold we put them on again and played on the shore. My brother's 
birthday was the 12th of May. Mother let us go to the movie. It 
was “The Fall of a Nation.” We liked it. Goodby, dear WEE 
Wispom. Trene Parker. 
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Kineo, Maine. 
Dear Boosters—I forgot something in my last letter. It was 
about my birthday party. I meant to tell you all about it, but forgot. 
It was a lovely party. Lots of people came, and we had oranges and 
cake and ice cream and played games. I was eleven years young. 
I was very pleased when | saw my poem in WEE Wispom. I've 
often written little poems and I'm going to put them all in a little 
book. I want to be an author when I grow up. I've only known the 
Truth two years, and I hope to know more by-and-by. I've made 
some little demonstrations already. I am going to take the high school 
examination this year. I know that God will be my Intelligence, and 

he'll help me get them right. With love to the Boosters, I am, 
Yours in Truth, Celeste Turner. 


Marguerite Long and Manuel Simmonds, of Oakland, 
Cal., have joined our Boosters and sent for pins. We shall 
expect to hear of wonderful things from their direction. 

_ Sena Ballard sends for a pin and wants to be a 
Booster. She lives with her aunt in Monroe, Wash. She 
has a little brother in Galena, Kansas. 

Bessie Barnett, of Fresno, Cal., is also a Booster can- 
didate and sends for a pin. 

Ida Case, of Flint, Mich., enjoys WEE Wispom, 
wants to be a Booster and has sent for a pin. 

Mary Strickland, of Detroit, Mich., says she takes 
one of the “Magic Pillows’’ with her wherever she goes, 
_ they help her a lot. She also wants to join the Booster 

lub. 

Lida Andersen and Edna Sorensen of the G. H. Club, 
Buffalo, N. Y., have each written a dear truth letter, ex- 
pressive of love and appreciation for WEE WIsDoM. 

Edna Podesta, Hoboken, N. J., tells of her demon- 
stration over a cold and cough, and through the help of 
WEE WispoM, she is also less bashful. 


SIR SMILE-UPS’ SOLDIER 
\ (Concluded.) 
So let us find our soldier staunch—the Truth within the 
heart, 
Then we shall help our country on, with peace we shall not 
part.” 
Thus spake our smiling Smile-Ups, and truth it was he spoke, 
And though he smiled upon me there, I knew it was no joke. 
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BLANCHE’S BIBLE LESSONS 


Lesson 2, JuLy 8 
AHAZ, THE FAITHLESS KING. 


GotpeN Text—Without faith it is impossible to please Him. 
—Heb. 11:6. 


Ahaz was an unfaithful king. He turned from Jehovah to worship 
false gods. There are many people today who are following after 
false gods, just as was Ahaz. They are worshiping things in the outer 
world. Possibly it is money or possessions of some sort. It may be 
position or fame or personality. There are many false gods, but only 
the one true God. When we are following ihe untrue gods we do 
not realize the One Presence and the One Power within ourselves, 
which is the real Jehovah. We do not put our faith in the within, but 
rush wildly about seeking aid outside ourselves. 

Ahaz means, “He who has grasped.” He was.a covetous king. 
He wanted all the good things of life, but he went about getting them 
in the wrong way. There is but one pure way to attain all good and ~ 
that is through faithfully obeying the Law of Spirit. The Bible story 
disposes of Ahaz. It says, “And Ahaz slept with his fathers.” Be- 
cause Ahaz was faithless—because he turned from Jehovah to follow 
after false gods—he lost his body. If he had clung to the Christ within 
his own soul, and obeyed its voice, he would not have stopped living, 
for God is Life. When we follow the Christ there is nothing but life 
and joy and love. We must follow the true God so that we may live 
with our friends instead of sleeping with our fathers. 


Lesson 3, JuLy 15 
HEZEKIAH, THE FAITHFUL KING—II Chron. 30:1-13. 


GotpEn Text—He that cometh to God must believe that he is and 
that he is a rewarder of them that diligently seek him.—Heb. 11:6. 

When Ahaz slept with his fathers, his son Hezekiah reigned in 
his place. But Hezekiah did not follow in the footsteps of his father, 
who had been a faithless king. Hezekiah means, “Strength of God.” 
He was a faithful king. He clung to Jehovah—the one true God. 
He sent messengers throughout the country to tell the people to turn 
again to the one true God. “For the Lord, your God is gracious and 
merciful, will not turn away his face from you, if ye return unto 
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him.” God is unchanging and eternal. He is Love always. When- 
ever we turn to him we will find him ready to lead us into the true 
way of life. If we are faithful to the Christ Spirit within ourselves, 
and obey its laws, our intellects will be sharpened. We will be wise 
in all our thoughts and actions. Our bodies will be healthy and our 
lives will be harmonious and happy. The path of life, over which the 
Spirit leads us, is not a hard one. It is not rough or rocky or un- 
pleasant. Instead, it is beautiful and pleasant. It runs smoothly and 
is easy to travel, when once we learn to walk in it. If we will go 
inside of the “house of the Lord,” which is our bodies, and listen to 
the voice of the Spirit, we will learn how to follow the path of life. 

Hezekiah was faithful to the truth and knew these things. He 
wanted all his people to find out how easy and full of joy the way of 
the Lord was. He wanted them to “dwell in the house of the Lord 
forever.” We, too, want to “dwell in the house of the Lord forever.” 
It is our rightful dwelling-place, and we can abide there if we obey 
the Law of Spirit. 


Lesson 4, JULY 22 
SENNACHERIB’S INVASION OF JUDAH.—II Kings 19:20- 
22; 28-37. 

Gotpen Text—God is our refuge and strength, a very present 
help in time of trouble—Psalm 46:1. 

Hezekiah had been in the habit of trusting Jehovah, the one God, 
and following his guidance. When Sennacherib, who was the king of 
the Assyrians, threatened to march against Jerusalem, and destroy it, 
Hezekiah naturally turned for help to God. In time of trouble or ex- 
citement we are apt to do the thing we are in the habit of doing. We 
do it almost without thinking—because it comes so naturally to us. If 
Hezekiah had not been in the habit of communicating with God, he 
probably would not have known how to do it in time of trouble. He 
would have searched wildly for help from all outer sources, as did 
Ahaz, the faithless king of whom we read two weeks ago. But it was 
Hezekiah’s custom to pray, and when disaster threatened he turned at 
once to God. Because Hezekiah knew how to pray his prayer was 
answered. If we get still and know that all good is ours, because we 
are God's children—that is praying aright. When we pray as Jesus 
taught us, believing we have already received, that is the prayer of 
faith. Such prayers, which are according to the Law of Spirit, are 
answered. The Lord saved Jerusalem from the threatened invasion 
of the Assyrians. If we are threatened with an invasion of dark 
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thoughts, we should retire to the City of Peace (which is Jerusalem) 
within us, and pray and God will answer our prayer. The dark 
thoughts will all disappear, and our minds will be filled with good, true, 
bright thoughts. If we, like Hezekiah, are faithful unto the Lord, we 
need have no fear but that our prayers will be answered. 


Lesson 5, JULY 29 
GOD'S GRACIOUS INVITATION.—Isa. 55:1-11. 


Gotpen Text—Seek ye the Lord, while he may be found; call 
ye upon him while he is near.—Isaiah 55:6. 


In this lesson God is calling to his people through the prophet 
Isaiah, to come unto him. The Spirit is constantly calling to all of 
us to open our eyes and see the Truth. We are so busy seeing things 
in the outer world, and hearing voices that we do not stop to open 
the eye of Faith within or to listen to the still, small voice of God. 
It is the inner which is the real, but we have believed in the reality 
of outer things so long, we have given them a certain power by our 
belief. We can, for instance, believe in sickness so hard that it 
becomes very real to us when we know absolutely there is no reality 
in it. It is not anything at all, only lack of something—health. It 
is not really that; for health is right here for us all the time if we 
would only open our hearts and minds and take it. Everywhere in 
the world this joy and life and love is calling to us to open our eyes 
and see and know the Truth. All around us we see evidence of 
God; in the grass and flowers and in the eyes of our friends. Within 
our own souls we find the Source—Christ Spirit—Divine Mind—God. 
If we wish our lives to be ‘in harmony with God’s Laws (and of 
course we do) we should put all personal and unreal thoughts out 
of our minds. We should allow the thoughts of God to express 
freely through us. Our words should be God or good words always. 
We should give our lives to God. That doesn’t mean that we 
really give up anything at all. To be sure, we will give up a lot of 
old untrue beliefs, but they weren't real in the first place. They 
were nothing but shadows which kept out the light of the sun. The 
thing that actually happens when we give our lives to God, is that 
we take what is rightfully ours as children of God. We take life 
and love and prosperity. We take rosy cheeks and laughing eyes 
and contented minds. All wisdom and intelligence become our own 
and our lives are beautiful and happy. That is the true way of life; 
the way of the Spirit. 

God has made a covenant with us. A covenant is a promise 
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or agreement. So God has made an agreement of life with with us. 
If we turn unto him and obey the Laws of Spirit, all good will be 
ours, and life everlasting. It is a good covenant and true. God is 
eternal and unchanging. ‘That covenant stands always the same. 
It only remains for us to do our part, and it will be fulfilled im- 
mediately. 


Lesson 6, AuGusT 5 
MANASSEH’S SIN AND REPENTANCE.—II Chron.33:9-16. 


Gotpen Text—Let the wicked forsake his way, and the un- 
righteous man his thoughts; and let him return unto the Lord, and he 
will have mercy upon him; and 1o our God, for he will abundantly 
pardon him.—lIsa. 55:7. 

After Hezekiah, his son Manasseh reigned over Judah. Manas- 
seh means “forgetting.” He had known Jehovah, the God of his 
fathers, but he had forgotten and strayed away from him. He placed 
strange gods and idols in the house of the Lord. Our minds and 
bodies are the houses of the Lord, and we should be careful that we 
do not set up strange gods in them. If we are believing in any 
power outside of ourselves, we are placing idols in the house of the 
Lord. It is not a safe practice, as Manasseh found out. The 
Assyrians (or dark, untrue thoughts) took possession of him and put 
him in chains and took him to Babylon, which is “confusion.” So, 
you see, he was in a very unpleasant predicament. In his distress 
he bethought him of the God of his fathers, and prayed humbly to 
him. Pain and sorrow are often very sharp jogs to the memory. 
When Manasseh was getting along fairly well he forgot God, but 
when trouble came his way he remembered very quickly. If he had 
been faithful the trials and tribulations would never have come his 
way. But the Spirit is always there, and no matter how far we have 
strayed, when we turn back to the Christ within, our prayers are 
always answered. God answered the prayer of Manasseh and brought 
him again to Jerusalem. Out of confusion he was brought back into 
peace and harmony through the power of the Christ Spirit within him. 
Then Manasseh knew that the Lord was God. He knew that the 
Christ within was the One Presence and the One Power, the source 
of all Good. He cast out the strange gods, or untrue thoughts, from 
his mind, and praised and gave thanks to the God of his fathers. 

If we have forgotten and been following after strange gods it 
would be well for us to turn to the within and praise and give thanks 
for our knowledge of the true God. 


‘ 
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BLANCHE’S CORNER 


CURTIS ENTERTAINS JIMMY 


“It’s such a stilly sort of blistery 
day that I’d just rather sit under the 
cherry tree and listen to the stillness. 
There isn’t anybody makin’ any noise 
at all. Even the sparrows have 
stopped talkin’—only the bees are buz- 
zin’. Don’t it sound nice and sleepy? 
Ef .we stay here in the shade mother 
says we can eat some cherries and 
look at the picture book gardens.” 

picture book gardens?” 

“Oh, Jimmy! haven’t you seen them? Why, they’re 
in mother’s cat-log book, what the seed man sent, and they’ re 
all colored and the purtiest things. I’ve picked out the one 
I want for mine, and there’s pansies and poppies and a little 
girl with red hair. She’s a lot like me, only her dress is pret- 
tier and she hasn’t got any freckles—not a single one—even 
if she does stand right out in the sun without any bonnet. 
She’s jus’ beautiful an-—you wait ‘til I run an’ get the 
book.” 

“‘Here’s the book. Oh, you mustn’t eat the green 
cherries. They'll make your stomach hurt.” 

“No they won’t neither. I ’et green apples once, an’ 
a dozen bananas, an’ in the night I felt sort of funny an’ 
mother she jus’ come in my room an’ said, ‘Course nothin’ 
couldn’t hurt me, ‘cause I was God’s child,’ an’ it didn’t.” 

““Well, anyway the green ones don’t taste so very 
good. Here’s my picture garden. Isn’t it grand?” 

“Yep, it’s all right. Aiin’t there any with radishes 
and onions in them? [I like that kind best.” 

“*They’re not so pretty. Look at this one. Don’t 
that brick walk look cool? I wonder where it ends? That 
white stuff on the side is sweet ‘lysium. Mother says it 
smells awful nice. I wisht I lived in that house back there 
in the trees. Hasn't it got lots of little windows? Oh, 
Jimmy, see this one with the pink roses and the tea-table an’ 
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the pretty ladies all in white. I'd like to be that lady with 
the yellow hair. Isn’t she grand>”’ 

“Uh huh! Say, I wonder what they’ve got to eat? 
I bet it’s something good. NHas your mother got any cook- 
ies? I guess if she ain’t I better be goin’ home.” 

‘Please don’t go, Jimmy. Wait a minute and [’ll 
go ask mother.” 

~ “She says, yes, we can have some cookies an’ she’s 
makin’ some lemonage now. Let’s get a box for a table 
and play we lived in one of those pretty houses and were 
eating our tea out in the garden. I'll be the yellow lady 
and you be the other one.” 

““No, I won’t be a lady. I'll be the man who owns 
the place, and I'll have a veg-table garden out back, and 
I'll just stop and come around and eat a little with you. 
*Course I ought to have the most ‘cause I been a-workin’. 
Here comes your mother. Let’s hurry up with the box.” 


THE TREE FAIRIES’ LULLABY 


ApELE Oscoop 


By-lo-bye, by-lo-bye, 
Little leaves swinging from swaying boughs, 
Lulled by the West Wind, now gently drowse, 
Softly the night wind among the leaves sigh, 
By-lo——by-lo-bye. 


By-lo-bye, by-lo-bye, 
Weary birds resting in downy nest, 
Cuddling their babies away to rest, 
“*Hush-a-bye birdies, now quietly lie,” 
By-lo——by-lo-bye. 


By-lo-bye, by-lo-bye, 
Cunning stars twinkling in evening skies, 
Flowers look up at them with sleepy eyes, 
The moon’s a-laughing way up in the sky, 
By-lo——by-lo-bye. 


““When you want to meet a smile, 

Take one with you all the while; 
hen you want the Good to grow, 

Watch the little words you sow.” 
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OUR FLAG SONG 
Mamie 


(Tune, ““America’’) 


Flag of the brave and free! 
Banner of Liberty! 
We sing of thee. 
Long may thy colors bright 
Mankind in love unite, 
And har-mo-ny. 


Thy stars on field of blue 
Shine for the good and true— 
The True and Just. 
Thy stripes of red and white 
For Purity and Might 
E-ter-nal-ly unite. 

“In God we trust.” 


Dear Reaper: When you find a blue blank pasted on this 
page, you will know that it is time for you to renew your subscription. 

I want to visit you every month, for | have many good things in 
store for you, but of course | cannot come if you do not send my 
traveling expenses. Please let me hear from you just as soon as you 
receive the notice. 

Yours in Love and Truth. 


WEE WISDOM, Tenth and Tracy Ave., Kansas City, Mo. 
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Happy day, 
Brings happy night. 


Let in only 
Thoughts of Right. \ 
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